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On the Sunday morning following, the Earl of Essex,
going up very early, and an hour at least before us, to
the fight; commanded our ship, the Convertine, being of
his squadron, to follow him : the Castle playing hard and
hotly upon his Lordship.
Captain Portar and the master of our ship, whose
name is Master Hill, having, upon sight of so fierce an
encounter, an equal desire to do something worthy of
themselves and their country; came up so close to the
Castle as possibly men in such a danger either could or
durst adventure, and there fought bravely. The Castle
bestowed upon us a hot salutation (and well becoming
our approach) with bullets; whose first shot killed three
of our men, passing through and through our ship; the
second killed four; and the third two more at least, with
great spoil and battery to our ship: the last shot flying
so close to Captain Portar that, with the windage of
the bullet, his very hands had almost lost the sense of
feeling, being struck into a sudden numbness.
Upon this, Captain Portar perceiving the danger we
and our ship were in, commanded a number of us
to get upon the upper deck; and with our small shot
to try if we could not force the cannoniers from their
ordnance.
We presently advanced ourselves, fell close to our
work and plied them with pellets. In which hot and
dangerous service, one Master William Jewell behaved
himself both manly and like a noble soldier, express-
ing much valour, ability of body, and readiness: with
whom and some few more (I, among the rest) stood the
brunt, which continued about three hours.
Our ship lay all this while with her starboard side to
the fort; which beat us continually with at least two
hundred muskets, whose bullets flew so thick that our
shrouds were torn in pieces, and our tacklings rent to